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and Ae. 
7Eti, .de, are you den * 


Pur. 
my, 
ee ih — to — it ſoon, I believe, * 
Fa. Wi 272 25 ſhort, I: muſt own, 
| ſhort. aq it is, A rs 1 
fancy, e 2 ſhorter.— To plain with 


you, Sir, 1 don't like, it at all. You have intro-| 
dyced a pack of fools here that han't gat à grain, of 
vic amongſt,eq 3 11 talk in the moſt weden. 
fooliſh manner poſſib 1 " 
Part, A Madam, how wou you|, 
hive fools Aw . 7 
Aa, Talk, Sir! why, es they talk in our. mo- 


tn comedigs,, with. all the good ſenſe, wit, and || 


ſpirit imaginable. 

Poet, Perhaps ſoz but I am, ſatisfied. with letting 
ine talk like what they are; I think jt my bu6- 
wk to make people laugh. at chair folly, not. cheir 
wit, 

48. Laugh, Sir! Hay he, ba lehr there's no 
hoghing in it; when I had read jt but half over, 1 


| 


ell faſt aſleep, and dreamt I was, reading Seneca's | 


Morals, Why, Sir, d'ye think to divert an au- 
hence, with your ſentences and yaur diſtichs.? Do 
dope come to the play-houſe for egification? ar 
blearn their catechiſm of you posts? 

Ft. Not abſolutely ſo, perbaps, However, 
W hare lately had ioſtenges of pieces of the more 
Krious caſt being well receiv'd by the town, I have 
w igprebenfions on, that acebunt. People, of. taſte 
nd good ſenſe need not be always kept on the 
* to be diverted, Writers who endesvour at no- 
15 but zaiſing a laugh, oſteg do, it ip a wrobg 


43. Paw! Make but peqple laugh, and you 
oer buſineſs, 1 tell you. 
Peet. I can't perſuaded of that, Madam, To 
* without reaſon, is the pleaſure of a ſoolz and 
ugh againſt reaſon, the pleaſure only of a nave. 
4, Aud not to laugh at all ie, — be 
one's mouth ſo with. his muſty morals — 
Ke, Sir, if you had nat given me a meriier part 
i the reſt. of your fools, I would have * it 
ifs. 
ta. Madam, I am glod I have ſatisfied you. 
Su, you. have not ſatjsficd.mez. I em. not ſo 
e '23 you imagine; | have this comfort 
er, | am not to appear till the.thing's almoſt| 
wer, and, by that, time I believe I hall hare 
to appear at all. 


1 


l 


2 for F ools. 


1 * 


Mb Wer $ the, matter J 
For: Why, they are pounding =L to bring 
the houſe down —Tucreh beplaguy work ! plaguy 
work! I fee that. 
Pegs Why, fo, Sir? | 
ASor. Why, 1 bare bapn jud peeing thro? the 
Curtaine "of 
AB, Well | 
Aden. And there are a thouſand lae'd hats i the | 
pit. | 
AR, Aye! Nay; then, 'tis over with you- 
Prez, Not at all, Madam; I meet with candous 
and pad good ſeaſe as often under a laced hat as a plain 


pow But, Sir, d'ye think, you'll he ſufferod, 
with impunity, to fatirize ail mankind thus, and: 
ew no reſpeR to rank or profedion ? ©) 449 
Poet. Vice and folly, Sie, debaſe all de þ 
as treaſon taints the higheſt blood; and if à peer. 
1 level himſelf with bis footmaan, he ought to ba 
— an ſuch, tha' he wens perhaps a richer 18 


2 What, moraliziog stein! Hark!e, Mr. ths 
roypa had better write a.tragedy by half; then = 
might ſtalk in buſking bravei:, 
And ſtuut, nnd puff out ey'ry ſtarry ſpeck, 
. WhilQ 'geds meet gods, and juſtle in the Aut oY 

[ Mimicking a tragediany. 
Ad., But then your plot, Sir; your Plot ran 
Where 816 we to go to look for that? 
Pyer.. Look for it! 
| AF: Aye, Sir! look for it: U maintain there's 
ho more deſign in your performance than has been » 
ia half the Rate. plots for theſe forty years. paſt. 
Why, theze's not a fingle wedding, nor ſo much av? 
a promiſe. of marriage in it! 
Poet. I did not know a plot way necatieg to con- 
kitnte s fahle. I hape heard of a fable's having In 
moral, indeed, 
Aer, Ah, lack-a-day, Sir! you may give it 
what name you pleaſe, but twill certainly be : 
—_— You don't know the n vet, 1 

nd. 

Peet. But I know gentle men that frequent its": 
ind 1 ſeldom found when they had ãny thing would. 
entertain 'em, but they gave it ali the encouragt» 
mant it meritedz and troth, if they. can't lug! 
with a thing, they are in the. right, in my r 
dien. to laugh at it. 
Ad, O! your ſeryant, moſt ſubmiſlive Sirg you us 
tile in another tone by-and- by. 
Peer. Not at all—and therefore, Sie, I dete, if a 
it mould. have the fate of being generally diſliked, 
that you would give it up at once, and nog atemptyt 
ta dtagoon the town into, it; - 


car 


—— 
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* O] with ang. hearty Sir I ſhall. beteady>1 
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eaough to do that, for I expe ts be pelted = 


Peu. Why, then, Sir, as I think you play the 
part of Mereury, be fo good as to clap the wings to 


your heels immediately, that they may be ready to 


. convey your body with more ſpeed out of harm's 
way. One word more, Sir; av we may expect a, 


great number of patients throngjng to our hoſpital, 


we ſhall Want room in abundance ; bd therefore if 


pour fine- gentlemen behind the ſcenes will crowd | 
forward on the ſtage, I defire you'll take them into 


y_ number of fools, and clap them up in your 
oſpital too. ; | 

AFR. Yer, yes, leave that to me; I'll take care 
that ſhall be done. 
 Aﬀlor, And fo I wiſh you well off, Sir.— Mr. 
Chetwood, ring for the overture, [Exeont, 


— 


E, @ grand Hall for the Hyſpital. 
Eſculapivs and —— | 
Eſc. Mercury, make PRE once more, 
That whereas daily complaints are made by all the 
world of the follies of mankind, the great Jupiter, 
out of his fatherly compaſſion, has ſent Eſculapius 
to apply medicines to em, and that thoſe whe are 
troubled with folly of any kind may repair hither, 
and be.cur'd without fee or reward, 

Mer. 'Siife, Eſculapius ! what would you have 


'SCEN 


me do ? I have proclaim'd it already at the four cor- 


ners of the world, Jupiter finds out very pretty 
employments for me, truly; I wonder what he in- 


1 « tends me for at laſt ! He has made a pimp of me 


many time already—but that indeed— that's a 
genteel office enough, and no great trouble in it, 
for now-a-days affairs of that ſort are brought to 
bear in a trice. 

Eſe. Say you ſo, Mercury? 

"Mer. Ay, ay, 3y————a low bow, a golden 
ſhower, and, may it pleaſe your ladyſkip, does the 
bufineſs.——-So that's eaſy enough. But to be 
made a common crier of, is what I don't under- 
ſtand. | | 

EE. Confider, Mercury, you are Jupiter's prime- 
miniſter as well as his ſon, and thezefore muſt not 
ſick at doing any thing to keep him caſy. But 
where are our patients, Mercury? No candidates 


Tome for admittance! 


Mer. Not a fiogle patient, maſter doctor. This 
taking no fees won't do. People think they can 
never be well cur'd, unleſs they have a doctor that 
picks their pockets for em ſtoutly; one that takes 
a double fee is as wiſe again, as he that takes but a 
fingle one. | : 

Tie. Bat ſure, this is aſtoniſhing | Every parti- 
culer inan complains of the follies that are in the 
world, by means of which they are neither happy 
in themſelves, nor will ſuffer others to be ſo; aud 


yet, when we are come to apply medicines to 'em, 


there's not one that offers himſelf to be cur d. 

Mer. Not aftonithing at all. An hoſpital for 
faols, indeed, in this wiſe age ! If you bad found 
ed an hofpital for inſolvent courtiers, bankrupt ci- 
tizens, threadbare poets, or lunatick methodiſts, 
you'd have had patients enough ; nay, had you 
erected one for knaves, all the world would have 
flock'd to it, that they might not be thought fools. 

Eſc. I don't queſtion it. But what can de done 
in this buſineſs? * 

1 Look'e, Eſculapivs, I am ve'y improper 
perſon®, adviſe in points relating to phyſick. . 


Piter be prais's! 1 have very little to do wi 


| 


Þ® * 


he keeps me in too full employment j T uſe ts 
much exerciſe to want much —— eng 
ive me leave to tell you, that there's one thing in 
this diſeaſe of folly different from all other kinds, 
which is, that men can ſoon ſpy the leaſt fympton 
of it in others, and yet not perceive the greateſt in 
themſelves. Suppoſe then we were to make 
clamation that every man mould give . noties of 
what other people he knows, who are troubled with 
that diſtemper. - JT. LA A. 5 

Eſe. Well judg'd, Mercury ; let it be as you fay, 

Mer. [Turning to each ſide of the fla .] Make, 
O-—yes! O--yes! Whoever has any relation, friend, 
or acquaintance, that's troubled with folly, of 
whatever kind, let him bring them hither, and they 
ſhall be cur'd without fee or reward, _ | 

Enter a great Crawd of Men and Women, 

Eſc. Bleſs us What crowds are pouring in upon 

us now, 


1/ Man. Here, Sir, I have brought you a fool ty 


| be cur'd. 


24 Man. Pray, Sir, take my fool firſt, for he is 

dangerouſly ili. 
d Man., Take pity upon my fool, good Sir, for 

he has a complication of folly upon him. 

Mer. Pray, gentlemen, have a little patience; 
you ſhall be all cur'd one after another. 
1f Man. All cur's! what d'ye mean by that, Sir? 
I don't want to be cur'd, not I; I have no occa» 
fion for myſelf, | 
. Mer. No, no, no; we don't ſuſpect you hire, 
riend. 
24 Man. How ! no occaſion, neighbour ? I wh' 
— your own ſake you had not. For my part, in- 

eed g 
Mer. O ! for your part! you are quite free from 
it ; "tis writ in your face that you are. 
Eſc. Mercury, keep the crowd off with your ca» 
duceus, and bring the patients up in order. 
Mer. Stand off there, gentlemen, and do not 
preſs upon us ſo, Here, you old fe!low, come in 
here with your patient: Make your reverence tq 
Eſculapius, and tell him what you would have. 
Fath. An't pleaſe you, Sir, this young man i14 
kinſman of mine: He came very young to a great 
eftate, half of which he has made a ſhift to ſquin» 
der away already, and is in great danger of doing ſo 
by the reft in a ſhort time, if you do not cute him 
of his folly. 
Mer. O! when he has ſpent t'other half, del 
be cur'd of courſe. 8 
Fath. I have taken a great deal of pains in advis 
fing him, but when in the wiſeſt manner I talk te 
him about this, why, truly be laughs at me, and 
that is all the thanks I have for my pains. 
E/c.' Mercury, put him in the hoſpital, care l 
de taken of him. | 
Rake. 1 deſite, Sir, that you would pleaſe to heut 
me firſt, and judge whether It is this old fellow, 0! 
I, who have moſt need of your medicines. 1 ſpend 
my eſtate in pleaſing myſelf, and wou'sn't it de 8 
great folly to debar myſelf of pleaſure the preſeut 
moment, which is all I am dure of, for fear ol dot 
having means to enjoy it a future one, to whic 
don't know I ſhall ever come: beſides, 1s it = 
madneſs to waſte all my youth, which is the oh 
time we are capable of pleaſure, to lay up Wh 
for — age when we are not capable = any wn 
ath, Ah! prodigal puppy, prodigal pupP)* 

Rake. Now this ord dv ant has the con k 
to accuſe me, does ten times worſe : he did not = 
ly heap up, all his youch, but contioves te do. 


en i 1 Hill; and though bis age and Iafirmicies gire BY 


 £ & WS 


ns 4 i @ ww 


+ WW deorly notice that the worms are g for him, 
ever, yt is he at his uſary, his extortion, and a hundred 
ng in Wl 49s to ape together, as if he were to live ten 
ptom M. Well turn d, youngſter | 
ell in Rule. Then he'll Rick at no expence, either of 
-es or Honeſty, to beap up what he never intends 
a of Wl towake uſe of. If deceit is for bis purpoſe, why 
with bell uſe it to che utmoſt of his power. If ervelty 

would ſave a penny, he'd flea a poor creditor for the 
0 ſay, price of his in, | a 
yen! Pub. Ah, lying rogue! extravagant rogve 
iend, Rake. And then if a bond or mortgage happens to 
„ of I fill, bow paſſionately does he lament over the parch- 


mentearcaſs, when the ſoul of the ſecurity is depatted; 
his face is immediately put into deep mourning, and 
fo would the reſt of his perſon, if it wa'n't for the 


upon Wl charge, His gold might have as well Ray'd at Peru 
u come into his cuſtody, for he has nothing of it 
zol ty bot the trouble of looking after it. 
Mer. Um ſo an aſs is juſt as much enriched by 
de is WH bis burden, as he is by his eſtate, 
Eſe, A very palpable folly indeed. Mercury, put 
7, for N afide too. 
Rule. Right; Iald not doubt, Sir, but that I ſhould 
ence; WM coavince you at laſt. I may go away now, | ſuppoſe. 
Eſc. Hold, hold friend! does that man's being 
„ Sir? bel hinder you from being a fool too ? 17 it be a 
occa» Wfolly in him to heap up money that he can never 
probably live to ſpend, is it not a greater folly in you 
haves. W's ſquander away that money which probably you 
vill lire to want? 
[ with b. Bravely ſaid ! wiſely faid ! [To Mercury.] 
t, ins WH This ſame doctor is a wiſe man, I find that. He 
knows the worth of money. 
Eſc, Mercury, take care that they be put into | 


the Loſpital together. 
Fath. Hold, hold, hold, Sir! with your leave I 
have two or three patients more for you yet ; | have 


1 fon and a daughter that frand in need of your 
vice. 


| 


nce ty , Bc Nay, pr'ythee, bring thy whole family, if 
Ahe Nn if * 

an Fatb. my wife, poor woman! was but 
| great iilire=but the is dead=—ay, dead for theſe - l can't 


p weeping when I think on't; or elſe ſhe, poor 
aan] he would have been. a brave patient to 


jou. | 
Mey. I don't at all queſtion it, for none but a 
ue fool would have been thy wife.—But go, 
end, and bring us what is left of thy notable fa- 
ly, Tait Father. ] In the mean time, here are 
* | 


Tſe, Well gentle men, what have you to ſay? 
Fried. This, Sir, in a friend of < an honeſt 
pe-natur'd man as lives; but he has a wife who 
uu him the greateft fool in nature; and though 
iduſes him in the groſſeſt manner, ſo that half 
« town laugh at him, yet is he himfelf blind to 
at in his own houſe, which every ftranger ſees. 
12 fine gallant, who has been often found 
i her ladyſhip, and who can tell you moie, iff 
u eramine him, 5 1 | 
Mer. Soh | now for married fools z we ſhall baye 
"ga of them I don't queſtion 3 but "twill be all 
* for "tis over with them, they are paſt all} 
| 


Eſc. Well, Sirz and what can you ſay ? 

» All thac I can ſay, Sir, is, that the gen- 

Wits very worthy gentleman, and his lady z 
fine lady. He has often indeed bragg'd to me 

f neſs of a married life z I thought the 
ed our this happineGs was by converfoz 
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5 
a little with his lady, who has fully convinced 
of all her huſband ſaid. But as | have = — + 
frigndſhip for the gentleman, I muſt confeſs, Sir, I 
am as well ſatisfied with his having a fine. wife, as 
if I bad one myſelf. 

Mer. He has ® fine time on't the mean-while. | 

Hab. 1 own, Sir, | have nothing to ſay in con- 
tradition to theſe gentlemen ; all that they ſay ma 
be true, for what | know. Half the cown, the fir 
ſays, laugh at me for being a cuckold; and he w auld 
have me make it publick, that the other balf might 
laugh ot me too. But pray, how much wiſer does he 
at ? Why, he had one of the beſt of wives, and one 
that he was fond of too, and yet has the jealous=. 
pated wretch caſt her off with infamy and ſhame, 
for a groundlefſs ſulpicion: And, therefore, if a few. 
laugh at me for a tame huſband, there's za much 
greater number who tail at him tor an ill-natur's 
one. 

Mer. Nay, one's as ill-natur'd as t'other, for as 
a jealous huſband uſes a woman il! himielf, fo a 
tame one is the cauſe of a woman's ufing herſelf ill. 
| Het. Now for this finiſ d gentleman, who can 
with ſo much delicacy rally the poor fools that mar- 
ry! Upon what noble deſign, pray, is all his time, 
pains and money waſted ?. even, gentlemen, that 
this moſt charming perſon of his may attain, wich 
all this trouble and coſt, what I received twenty 
thouſand pound for doing before him. 
| Mer. Yes, friend, but the miſchief is, that you 
are obliged to maintain the hive, while he devours 
the boney. 

Ec. Very great fools truly, all three! In with 
them all. Is it not ſtrange, Mercury? One would 
think every man wiſe when we hear him talk of 
other peoples concerns, and yet we find them al 
ools when we look into their own. 

Mer. Lack-a-day ! Eſculapius, how ſhogld it de 
otherwiſe? When a man is told of his fully, he does 
not coaſider whether it be true, and endeavour to 
mend it; he only confiders whether the man whe- 
tells him of this be not guilty of ſome folly too; and 
if he finds he is, he reſts as well ſatisfied in laughing 
at him, as if he were free from all foily hinfelf, , 

Eſc. Well, old gentlewomao, what is it you hae, 
to ſay againſt that young man ? 

Te. An't pleaſe you, Sir, this young man is 
my huſband. 

Mer. How? © 

Wife. Yes, Sir z why? 

Mer. Nay, much good may it do him, that's alt. 

Wife. He made fair pretences to me before mar- 
rizge, hut now he negleQs and deſviles me for every 


other woman. 


Bler. Strange “l who could have thought it? | 
Wife. "Tis true iodee ; and I appeal to you, Sir, 
whether it be not a great folly for a man to tie 
himſelf, during life, to a woman he does not love? 
Efe. Yes, without doubt it is. Mercury, pet 
them both up. „ 1 a 
Wife. Both vp ! an't pleaſe you, Sir, it is I who 
make the complaint. K 
Mer. Very good, Miftreſs; and if ic be a folly 


in him to marry a woman that he does not love, 


was it not a folly in you to marry a man who; 
your age might tell you, never could lore you? 9“ 
Eſe. Ay, ay, ay, in with 'em both; in with em 
both. 3 3 
M.. But fee, here are x thouſand other wives 
who accuſe their huſband:, and huibinds who com- 
plain of their wives. . : 
©. Put them ig all without deliberntion ; for 
though people may be alluwts to be as critic! n 


l 


Mer. How, friend! matry, and commit no folly! 
don't challenge rhe town ähd the tire oulet 


me here? Futies, Sir! 1 have no cccaſion for a 


- worſe, I am continually forc'd to part with my mo- 


6 


i very great folly to complain afterwards; 1 


one · Who play's the fool in matriage; we may een 
put up all the maeried people at a ventste: und if 
thete be any dne who can give us — rea- 
ns to prove that he did not play the fool in it, 
why, we will let him out again * 
 Hufs, No, Sir, 1 will not go in; no one cah ſay 
F committed any folly in marrying. TS Y 
What fort of wife have you, pray ?- . 
Hab. One Who has wit, beauty, riches, and is 
2 perſon of quality. 


Eſc. It is very muth to be ſuſpected that thou | faſhion. 


art guilty of folly in having this opinion of her. 
Mer. Right; a woman with wit, beauty, riches; 
und a perſon of quality toe, marry an odd diſagree- 
able fellow, and not cuckold him ! Hark'e, friend, 
If this be true, you may go away yourſelf, but be 
fare you ſend your wife in your place. 
Haſs. Why fo, Sir? Do you reckon it a folly 
in a wortjan not to cuckold her huſbend f 
Eſc. No, friend, we do not tell you ſo; but 
when a woman who finds by her conftitution that 
ſhe ſhall make any hüfband a cuckold, takes one 
who is very fit for that purpoſe, there are ſome 
wicked people who think ſhe does as wiſely as a wo- 
man in her cireumſtances could do, . 
+ Mer. Befides, when a woman marties a man who 
is fit for no other uſe than to make a cockold of, 
without a deſign of putting him to that uſe, that 


— 
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their choice as they pleaſe before marriage, yet Meeder proper aniffals th give utes tö yentlency 
Mer. It would be entiefs work re hear of every} have i thobſirfts Fear for making bf malt facten, 


Sir? As for the bench, they know better: but acth 
D 
at 
uf 


they muſt ſay ſomething in de fende Run trade, 
. Fath. Very pretty! mighty pretty?! So you x 
abode 1 100, it Movid ſeem! You'll de — * 
judze, and jury tor, belike? ' 1. 

Son If the government won't coAftlt the ho. 
nour of gentlemen in their laws} we nibft igt 
ourſelves, that's all. Ae 

der y 


Fatb. Ay, ay, with all reaſon,” I 


give you ſatisfuctios. Ap 
Con. Excuſe nie, Sit; 1 muſt comply with the 


Mer. Fathion ! ha, ha, ha! that's merry enough 
and ſd tis as indifferent 4 thing with 500 to cut 
man's thront, of let it afohe; 48 to weit a brodt- 
brich'd hat or a nürrow one, hey! 

Fath. Yes, yes; it will be the feen foo, I fur 
poſe; for futh extr{vagart vun takes £6 run! 
fathers thro' the glttafde, to cbm the ſooner at 
our eſtates; md Re be the ftſt In thit Faſhion 
I'll warrant him.-Pray, Mr. Doctor, let him be 
blooded and blifter'd directiy, fot a fenfeleſi hot 
headed puppy #4 be 18. 

Son. Sdeath, Sir! hot-besded, Sfr) What Cy 
mean, Sir ? Wai not yes yourſelf the cauſe of it 

Fath. I the caufe of it! I teach it him, impuden 
rogue] I never ſaw a naked ſwbrd in my life, 

Son. No, Sir, dot you may remember when yo 
had brought yourſelf into a quarrel, the“ f vai bi 


that woman commits « folly is pretty plain, I think; 
ſo either ſtay yourſelf, or ſend your wife, friend; 
which you pleaſe. 10 e 
\ Enter Father and Son. | 
Fatb. Here, an't pleaſe your reverence, I have 
got my ſen for you; pray do what you can to cure 


m. * 
Sen. 'Sdeath, Sir! what d'ye mean by bringing 


cure. | | 
« Eſc. I ſuſgect you have, friend, for I always 
queition thoſe pevpley truth moſt who ſwear the 


Son. Slife, Sir! d'ye giye me the lye? Fplit 
you, Sir! you ſhvll cut my throat then, or II! cut 
your's—'Sgeath, Sir! come with me this moment, 
or I'll lead you by the. noſe. 

Fath. Ah! there you ſee his diſtemper——he's 
a fighting fool; he's drawing himſeff into conti- 
nual ſcrapes by it; if he had been once run tho” 
the body, it would not have vex'd me; but what's 


ney to make up his ſquabbles, or buy his pardon. 
Sen. Blood, Sir! anſwer me this moment! do 
you know to handle a blade or not ? 
Mer. No, friend, he has only one way of putting 
people to death ; he can't fight, but he can write, 
Sir, and that's more effectual. 


a boy, and you in full vigour, you obliged me 
fight your man} fot you; I ſutceeded in the combat 
and ever fince have been fond of the trade. 
M. So, od geatlemam! you ſtand convifte! 
a ſecond time; avarice and cowardite' ste prove 
flat upon you. . _ 
Eſe. Ves, yes; turn in father and fon together, 
Farb. Hold, Sir, if you! please; I'M hae © 
daughter along with me —O ! here ſhe comes. 
| Ee Davghtif: f.. 

Daugb. Your ſervant, gentlemen ! Vour ſervant 
Sir ! Ien't time to go? RY 
— Go! where? | 

auvgh, Where] Can ydu af that queſtion ? 


Sn, What, has he kill'd his man? 

Mer. Yes, his dozens, or he ought to beundeor'd. | 

Sen. I adore you, I love you, and hupour you a+ 
a gentiemar, Sir, 4 

Fa: t. A gentieren, Sir! Ves, a gentlemen-like 
al}4ir truly! either to be run thro' the maw, or 
tuck's up by the neck. 

Sen, The fi t, Sir, is dying honourably ; and. 
z? 10 the other, we only laugh at thoſe ſtories. 
Don't tell me of a parcel of ſtarch d lawyers with 
their ridiculous cant. Murdravit, et Stragem prac- 
ticavit; very pretty ſtoff to diſpatch 2 man of ho- 
nout with! D'ye think a jury of habzreaſhers aud- 


Mer. Why truly; child, I think it {very neteſſi 
queſtion; I can't tell how one ſhould know the tin 
of going, unleſs we knew where 'twas we we I 
to ko. 

Daugh. Bleſs me, Sir! d'ye know what nigh} * 
"tis? I>n't it oratoris night? 

Mer. O! oratorio night! 1 beg pardoni=-This ( 
an Englith fool, 1 ſuppoſe. . Af 

Farb. Ay, ay, there's her ary now; ſhe mind 1 
— but piping and fiddling ſhe lives upon B-f 

emi. , 

Davgh. O charming oratoris! O dear, dear Sa } 
| expire at that duetto, and the dead march bei | 
me to life again. 

Fath. To life again! I'm ſorty for it, I'm ſe 
If you had expir'd for good and all, 'twou'd be i 
been many a crown in my pocket. 1 


Dough. Crown in your pocket! what rigiculo 
notions ſome people have! Would you think 
now, Mr. Mercury ? This frugal papa of mint, 
well as he Ives money, can {ſubſcribe five pound 
year towards a place for the ſupportof naſty ſck peo 
and yet grudge a few crowns to a raviſhing foreigh* 

Fath. R:yithing! ah, 'tis well they can't ra 
you ſlut you, or elſe. 8 * 

Dorgb. Now, which is the greateſt fool of 
wo {nn oging. your pardon,  papt+ ARS +. 


We þ 


Te, 


Nette 
"asth 

Faftors, 
trade, 
du zre 
ut own 


the ho- 
t righ 


reateſt, Ip 
Dang. To. Eſoulapius.] Come, come, Signior 
Doctor, you muſt love muſick; you know Alex- 
ander's Feaſty to be ſure; I'll fing you a ſong out 


of it. 
$ O0O KN ©, 
The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 
Gaz d on the fair 
Who caus'd his care, 
And figh'd and look'd, and figh'd again, &c. 


der 100 wen, gentlemen, what! ne'er an encore! So many 
uſe jeople here, and not a fingle encore? My ſtars! theſe 
ich thi folks are abſolutely void of all taſte, 


Daugb. [To Mercury, viewing bis caducens. ] 
Dey, Sir, what inſtrument is that in your band? 
ſuek but, or cymbal, or pſaltery? or ſome new in- 
ion ?—O charming ſackbut! a ſackbut is my 

— of all things, Pray, Sir, who did you 
| 7 | 


Mer. I, Madam? TI learnt of the ſpheres. * 
Davgh. Ay | that's ſome famous hand, I ſuppoſe, 
pt come orer; well, I hope we ſhall have em al! 
time. a 
Eſc, Hark'e, old gentleman, this appears to 
more of madneſs than folly in it, and ſo does 
ot come within our province of cure. 
Tach. A pize ont ! What ſhall ] do with her? 
Daugb. Well; I'll ſwear tis a horrid ſhame that 
is not a new tax made for the encouragement 
t thoſe people z at leaſt, I think: they might apply 
e finking fund to that purpoſe. 
, Fath. Bleſs us! what phrenſy poſſeſſes the ſlut. 
Daugb. [To Eſculapius..] Sir, you look like a 
de wan, but you are come upon a mighty filly 
mad : cure people of their folly indeed! I'm ſure 
s the pleaſanteſt thing in the world to play rhe 
now and then : wiſdum's good for nothing, by 
tlean find, but to plague other people, and 
1 ſelf too, If I am a fool) Fl be a fool ſtill, 
live at my eaſe, I' give a fong upon that, Mr. 


$ Q N GG. 

A vo enjoys the ſweets of liſe, 
Unwounded by it's cares; 

He thinks not, he, of debts or wife; 
He feels not, he, nor fears, 


If fortune ſmiles, as ſmile ſhe will, 
Upon her booby brood, 
The fool anticipates no ill, 
ut reaps the preſent good. 


Or fhould, thro' love of change, her wheels 
Her fav'rite bantling croſs, 

The happy fool no anguiſh feels, 
He weighs not gain or loſs. 


When knaves o'er-reach, and friends betray, 
Whilſt men of ſenſe run mad. 

Fools careleſs, whiftles on—and ſay, 
*'Tis filly to be ſad. 


lince free from ſorrow, fear, and ſhame, 
A fool thus fate defies, 
greateſt folly I can name 
Ito be over-wiſe. 


we Well, Eſcutapius, how does your gravity 
— This is the moſt entertaining patient we 
Wt der, 
4 No, Mercury; the diſtemper is not lefs per- 
| ng entertaining. When people are 


"auch a profuſion of folly as ts throw away 


Me. I can't telly child, indeed, which is the 


Eſe. You are not void of tongue, child, I'm ſure. | 


— 


_— 3» 
- 


An HOSPITAL rot FOOLS. 


all their time upon ſound, and their money on pipers 
and fiddlers, the world will be as little indebted to 
their underſtandings, as their underſtandings are to 
their own ears, | | 8 

Mer. Aye, my dear doctor; but twou'd be very. 
hard becauſe people have no underſtandings, they 
ſhould have no ears neither: nobody will allow ſuch 
people to have the firſt, and ſo they are in the tight 
to convince em they have the laſt, 
 Fath. Well, gentlemen, and what am I to hope: 
D'ye think, Sir, you can do the baggage any good? 

Mer. Pr'ytbee, old gentleman, how did the come 
by this diſtemper ? 

; Daugh. I catch'd it of my father, Sir. 

Eſc. Of your father! 

augh, Yes, indeed, he gave it me. | 

Fath. Catch'd it of me, huſly! 1 give it you Jas 
Why you=-you——-you—-did 1 learn you to-ſqueak, 
hey? Did I teach you reveed/e de dum? Sir, gen- 
tlemen, don't ſo much as know a crotchet from a 
demi-ſemi—1 don't know what a murrain they calt 
em. — ! learn you, hoh, hoh, hoh! Hah, ha! 

Daugh. If you didn't yourſelf, you employ'd one 
that did, Sir; didn't you keep a tallow-fac'd thing 
in men's cloaths for ſeven years together about me, 
under pretence of keeping me out of bad company? 
Would your jealous temper ſuffer me to be preſens 
at any diverſion, except an oratorio? Not ſo much 
as an innocent opera, becauſe that was wicked ſtage» 
playing it ſeem'd. Not ſo much as to ſee poor, 
dear, harmleſs Faronelli act—poor, dear creature | 

Eſc, How! and do you now accuſe her of liking 
the only thing you would ſuffer her to like? 

Mer. A word with you, old gentleman.— Thie 
is, I think, the third indictment you ftand convict- 
ed upon—Avarice, cowardice and jealouſy three 
very dangerous diforders indeed, and require pretty 
rough treatment. As for you, child, I'll take you 
under my own care, and will teach you to like ſome- 
thing beitet than muſick, 1 warrant ye, 

Daugh. You ate very welcome, Sir, 

Eſe. But ſee what vaſt crowds are waiting for 
audience |! 

| Mer. To ſave time then, let us pick out the wiſe 
men firſt, and when we have done that, we may ape 
ply general medicines to the reſt, without enquiring 
ſarther into their particular diſtempers, 

Eſc. Make proclamation therefore, Mercuryy 
that people need no longer trouble themſelves with 
bringing the fools of their acquaintance, but hence 
{ox ward let them bring none but the wiſe men. 
Mer. Slife, Elculapius! art thou no better ac- 
quainted with the nature of mankind than this? 
If we ſtay here till one man accuſes another of wiſ- 
dom, we may ſtay till the end of the world, No, 
no, Eſculapius; in ſearching the follies of man- 
kind, twas neceſſary to have an account of them 
ſrom others, and not from themſelves; but if you 
would ſearch for wiſe men, you muſt not aſk men's 
opinion of one another, but take what every man 
thinks of himſelf. g 

Eſc. Thou art better acquainted with tbe hu- 
mours of mankind than lam ; do as thou wilt, 

Mer. [Turning to each ſide of the ftage.] “ On 
Yes! O- Ves C—Yes! Let all thoſe that are 
wiſe range themielves upon the tight-hanc, and 
| diftinguith themſelves ſrom che tel. 

Ehe. What is the mzaziag of this? Zvery man 


with yet. Troth, I think tis a pity to] places himſelf on the right-lide, except one, —Here 


you, Sir, what are you, pray, who appear ſo very 
' cunfidenUy at the head of the wiſe ? 
Post. Who, bh, Sic? Fama poet, Sir. 


Mw. So | thought, by the impudence of his face 
B 
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which thruſts itſelf forward, and by the modeſty of 
his linen which does not care to appear. 

' ſe. Well; and pray, Mr. Poet, what pretence 
have you to place yourſejf ſo confic. l before all 
the reſt ? * 

Per. Can Eſculapius know I am a poet, and aſk 
that queſtion ? As much as the fun, in it's meri- 
eien glory, if above the g'imnering ſparks of the 
Milk, Way; as much a: heav'n is beyond this ter- 

reſtrial globe; or as much as a man is above a brute; 
ſo much is a poet above another man, It is we 
who converſe with the gods, and deſpiſe the reſt of 
menkind, It is we who are elevated 

Aer. Yes, often elevated into a garret. 
Poet. Who deſpiſe riches, glory and honour, 
ſeek for nothing = fame and immortality. 


When conqu ring death thall raviſh from their eyes 


Thoſe trifling glories that the vulgar prize; 

When empires ſhall be loſt, when crowns thall ruſt, 
And all tha:'s mortal be diſſolv'd to duſt j 

Then thall I live immortal in my fame, 

And futute ages ſhall extol my name. 

Mer. Good! good! It will be a high ſatisfaction 
to a man, when he is in his grave, to think bis 
verſes run as ſmoothly as ever, that his name fands 
in red letters before his book, or that he has left his 
wile face in mezzotinto behind him.—-But pray, Sir, 

u that are ſo much above all other men, how comes 
you make a figure ſo much beneath em? Won't 
your extraordinary wiſdom and knowledge put you 
into a way of getting this coat a little repair'd ? 

Piet. O lack-a-day, Sir! how. filly you talk! 
begging your pardon, Mr. Mercury! migity filly, 
truly, Why, arn't the whole world fools beſides 
us, Ser? and then d'7e think they'll encourage 
wiſdom ? No, Sirz I write, and write, and finely 
too, egad! but "tis to no purpoſe: no; the filly 
town, Sir, won't like my things, do all 1 can, Sir. 

Eſc. Ay—Why then, friend, isn't it a ſpice of 
foily in you to continue to write what people don't 
approve of ? 

Poet. Hang em, hang em! mere malice and 
envy! They have a ſpite at any that have more 
wit than themſelves; as chimney-ſweepers take 
pleaſure in running againſt people that are well 
greſs'd, But I deſpiſe em, 1 deſpiſe em, Sir; 1 
enly write for poſterity, 

Mer. O ho! I beg your pardon, Sir! the paſtry- 
cooks of poſterity will be highly oblig'd to you. 

Poet. Ay, ay, Sir, tis for poſterity I lay Hout all 
my thoughts. Tis for fame, fame, Sir! that's 
fe at ſecond-hand, and beiier than the fiiſt, for it 

lafts longer. : 

* Eſc. But pray, friend, if other people's talking 
of you can give you a fort of life, can't you live by 
their eating and drinking for you too? 

Poet. Sir l— Sir! l. I, 1 

Mer. Yes, Sir; if you pleaſe, I'll procure one 
to do the latter for you, and ſee how you'l) thrive 
ppon't. 

Poet. Sir, I beg you'll not talk to me of ſuch 


out-of-the-way things; the food of the mina, 


Fir 


on, indeed. 

Poet. Ves, Sir, I am above attempting to pleaſe 
the dirty town, Sir—-1 abhor, deteſt, hate and 
dread the town, Sir-——] t:emble at the vers 
thoughts of the town—methinks 1 hear their exe- 
*crable kiſſes burſt o'er my head; methinks I fee; 
their horrible artillery leve!l'd at me. — Whia 
Whiz! they come.—Sir, I beg pardon—a ſtart of 
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town | — 8 n Sir; I'll ſooner turn my pe 
into a tooth-pick, Sir. 


and | 


Mer. Is what you ſeem chiefly to have lived up- | 


Mer. Um-----that's an inſtrument you have but 
little occaſion for, I believe. 

Stateſ. Stand aſide, Mr. Poet, you oaf, that 
pleaſe yourſelf with the vain reverſion of imaginary 
honours : g:wgaws which you are never to enjoy 
till you are inſenſible of em.— Pray, Eſculapios, 
turn him in for a fool, and hear me a little. Aſk 
me who deſerves the title of a wiſe man ; I'll tell 
you a ſtateſman, a politician, one that can direct 


ſenates, adviſe kings, and govern commonwealths, 


Mer. Um—why truly, confiderivg how ſenate 
are generally directed, kings adviſed, and common- 
wealths govern'd, a man has no great reaſon to 
boaſt of his having a hand in either, 

Stateſ How are we follow'd, courted and adored! 
What mountains of wealth do we heap up for our- 
ſelves and families! And how are we flatter'd and 
cring'd to by all mankind! Away with wit and 
learning out of the world, they are good for no- 
thing but to make people impertinent and ſeditioui. 

Mer. Right; power and dominion ſhould not ba 
toueh'd upon; Jupiter himſelf is of the ſame mind 
he's very aßt to winch at ſome o' my jokes; but 
wits will be ſaucy, very ſaucy, ſometimes. 

Stateſ. Horrible, horrible! I am therefore deter- 
min'd to procure a law to burn the four- and · twen - 
ty letters, and to hang up Cadmus in effigy for in, 
venting them, 

Phil. Peace, thou prophane blaſphemer of ſci« 
ence ! thou worſe than Goth or Vandal! Mark me, 
Eſculapius; I am a philoſopher. 
Mer. You have a philoſophical chin, I muſt cons 
fels. 

Eſc. Well, Mr. Philoſopher, what have you to 
ſay? | 

Phil. Why, I'm out of patience, Sir, to ſee 
people take a title to themſelves which they have 
no right to. Is there any thing ſo ridiculous as for 
this man to make himſelf miſerable, in ord:r to 
make himſelt great? who ſeeks the contempt © 
the wiſe, that he may get the admiration of fools} 
who leads a falſe diſſembling life, fawning upon 
choſe who treat him inſolently, and treating thoſe 
inſolently who fawn upon him? |: 

Eſ:, Wiſely urged, moſt incomparable philoſo- 
pher! and therefore you who can ſee ſo clearly thro 
che ſollies of other people, can beſt tell us where 
wiſe man is to be found, 

Pbil.. Tis amongſt us; amongft us phil-ſophe 
only, that a wiſe man is to be found; it is M 
who is above all care, pain or diſorder; who place 
not his felicity in beauty, wealth or learning, bY 
looks down with ſcory upon the paltry enjoy ment 
others prize, and ſupplies all his wants by loppir 
off his deſires. -" 

Mcr. Um—that's like a man's ſtarving himſe 
to death, that he mayn't live to want. a 

Phil. Yes, Sir, tis he who is ſuperior to malice 
and inſenfible to pain; who, if he were in Phais 
ris's bull, would ſmile amidſt the torture; wh 
chat fooliſh king darkened the day with his ao” 
they none of 'em reach'd the ſun z when the cha'l 


poeLical infpiratiog, that's allw=-Wiite for the 
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were caſt into the ſea, they could not bind t 
waves; and thoſe who deſtroy the temples do 0 1 
jury ta the divinity: in like manner, whatever * 
dane againſt a wiſe man, who is only inferior | 
the gods in point of time, is but attem 

vain. mY 

Mer. How, impudence! equal yourſelf wa 

[Taking bim by the beard, end flriking vin W 
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z. Hold, hold! Murder, murder, murder! 
Mer. Oho ! have I made you find your feeling ? 
What is become of your godſhip now, friend? In 
ſpite of your high-flown fimilies, you are not in- 
ſen6ble _ This mighty man, who would 
lavgh in Phalaris's bull, can cry out Routly upon a 
little thraſbing. 

Eſc. You had better, friend, deſcend a little 
from this ſublime region, eonform yourſelf to the 
weakneſs of others, and convince 'em, by a living 
example, of the high. wiſdom you boaſt ſo much 
of, Believe me, there isn'c a greater folly in the 
world than for men to hope, by their pride and va- 
nity, to exempt themſelves from thoſe infirmities 
which all mankind are naturally ſubje@ to. 

Enter Cunning Man. 

C. Man. Your ſervant, oid gentleman. ——Sir, 
your ſervant. Who are all theſe fools that are pre- 
tending to wiſdom here ? 

Eſc. And pray, who are you, friend, that pro- 
nounce 'em all fools ? 

C. Man. Who, Sir! Un homme du monde, Sir; 
one that knows the world, and is wiſe enough to 
manage it too; that's living wiſdom, Sir: none of 
your poetical caftles in the air, nor philoſophical 
rhodomontades for me. 
Mer. Soh! theſe fools are a kind of antipodes to 


C. Man. Look'e, Sir, 'tis my buſineſs to make 
my fortune out of the follies of my good neigh- 
bours; to ſteal upon the blind fide, and apply to 
every one's paſſions; to flatter the vanity and play 
upon the weakneſs of thoſe in power and intereſt. 
] always ſwim with the ſtream, and make my tack 
with the wind; never croſs upon a prevailing miſ- 
= nor oppoſe any miſchief that has numbers on 
it's fide, 

Eſc. This is the only wiſdom in vogue at preſent, 
I muſt own. 

C. Man. The only, Sir, the only. -If I am in the 
city, for inftance, I never harangue againſt circum- 
vention in trade; if at Weſtminſter, I ſay nothing 
aainſt entangling property, ſpinning out cauſes, 
ſqueezing of clients, or making the law itſelf a 
greater grievance than the breakers of it; when at 
court, not a word of honour and ſiacerity, plain- 
dreſſing or plain-dealing; in ſhort, I never behave 
vith regard to what men really are, but what they 
have a mind to be. Tis my buſineſs to make every 
dody happy with themſelves, for then I can ftrike 
em for my own advantage. | 

Mer. Um—ſo you never ſay an ill- natur d thing, 
dor never do a good-natur'd one? 

Eſc. But how d'ye manage when you happen to 
nert with thoſe of your own ſtamp, friend? 

C. Man. O Sir! we ſoon find out one another. 

Mer. Yes, and then, I ſuppoſe, like other high- 
Viymen, ſhake hands, and take different roads. 

C. Man, Ah! lack-a-day, Sir, you may give us 
What name you pleaſe; but ſucceſs conſecrates the 
Maas, and we are received, careſs'd and applauded 
in the beſt of company. , 

Eſc. May be ſo, friend; but what ſort of repu- 
Winn is that which is gained by debauching the un- 
(ertandings of people? beſides, I believe you are 
u often deceived yourſelves as you deceive others. 

ou that are fo very ſubtile and over-wiſe in your 
— conceptions, ſeldom perceive the truth and 
ality of things; but becauſe you always. maſque- 

* it yourſelves, you think that every one elſe 

dae ſame. | 
Right; they coin an unthought-of deſign 
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in every ſmile or frown, and are hy that means 
commonly dupes to their own cunnirg. 

Eſc. Therefore we can by no means admit your 
plea, indeed, crafty Sir. 

Mer. No, friend, no; there's as much difference 
between cunning and wiſdom, as between the light 
of the ſun and an ignis fatuusz one keeps a man 
from ſtumbling, and t'other leads him into a ditch, 
that's all. 

Daugh, Well, but, Mr. Mercury, what d'ye 
ſpend your time with this Will o* th' Wiſp for? 
didn't you, promiſe me you wou'd teach me ſome- 
thing that 1 ſhould like better than muſick? I have 
been waiting yonder a long while for a leſſon. Why 


don't you come and do as you promis'd. 


Mer. Preſent! 
hurry, my dear, & 

Daugh. Ay, but I am in a hurry;, and if you 
won't come this moment, I'll ill infiſt'upon it 
that muſick's the only wiſdom, and that finging is 
the wiſeſt thing any body can do, | 

Mer. Ay, ſay you that, my pretty one? 

Daugh, Ves, I maintain that there is nothing in 
the world ſuperior to a ſong, and that the world it- 
ſelf Is nothing but a ſong. 

Mer. Tis ſet to a very ſcurvy tune, if it be ſo, 

Eſc. You miſtake, Mercury; it is not ill ſet, but 

ill play'd;z the compoſition's good, but the miſchief 

, that the performers neither ſtop in tune nor 

time. a 

Daugh. I'll fing you a fong urn that, Mr. Mer- 

cury. You won't fay a word againſt it, Signior 

Doctor? 

Eſc. Not I, indeed, child; I would as ſoon pre- 

tend to lay a whirlwind with a thought, as ſtop 

that tempeſtuous member of thine with a word, 
O N. 

Daughter. 

If jife can yield any thing pleaſant or ſweet, 

To ftrew it's rough valicy «long, 

In muſick I'm ſure, we the blefling muſt meet, 

For why, the whole world's a mere ſong. 


Repair to the court, and you"'.l inſtantly find 
Amid the deluſive gay throng, 

No friendſhip can hold, nor no promiſe can bind: 
For the courtier's honour's a ſong, 


Go next to the camp, and review each trim blade, 
How they ſtrut it lv ſtout and ſo ſtrong. 

Turn 'em into war's field, and I'm hugely afraid, 
Their covrage would prove a mere ſong. 


Pray, what are poſſeſſions, tho ever fo great, 
Once got the good lawye's among? 

For the il brief it andthiet it, they'll zocket and prate 
Till they've brought all your wealth to a ſong. 


The fair one, who fondles and lolls on dear ſpouſe 
And vows ſhe ne'er meant him a wrong; 

See, Damon ſlip in a back way to the houſe, 

For why, marriage-vows are a ſ5ng. 

Thus youth, run thro” life, and try ail that you can, 
This truth you muſt own e'er tis long, 

Take greatneſs or riches, take woman or many 
Your gains will turn out a mere ſong. 

Now isn't that true, Mg. Doctor, bey? How does 
your reverence like it / | 

Eſc. Why, in troth, chile, whatever felly the 
ſinger may be guilty of, there is but too much ſenſe. 
in the ſong. 

Daugb. Too much ſenſe! Oh! you would have 


had an Italian ſong then? _ : 
Mer. Good, good! Ha, ha, ha! this is plain w- 


y, child; you ſhou'dn't be in a 


Me 
q evem leok, and find out an uameant meaning 


truth Engliſh, indeed ! 
B 2 


may tell him, that, upon a full ſurvey of mankind, 


it appears that every one has ſuch a ſufficient ſhare 


of his own; ſhould we convince the man who does 


An HOS 

gb. Ay, I wonder how tbey could ſet it to 
muſick, for my part! © 

Eſe. Bet who js that fellow that's aughing there 
by himſe)f? . 3 N N 
Mer. Harke, you, Sir, who ſtand by yourſelf 
on the left hand, while all the reſt are got on the 
right; what are you ſo much diverted at? d 

Wiſe. Why, at the follies of all your wiſe people. | o 

Eſc. And what are you, friend, who prelume to 
Jaugh at ev'ry one elſe? 

Wiſe. Alas ! Sir, I am a fool too, and am ſoſo 
well convinced of it, that, you ſee, I keep on the 
left fide, when all the reſt go to tbe right; and 
were I not convinced myſelf, I have given ſufh-ient 
reaſon to convince any one elſe, by troubling my- 
ſelf with correcting the follies of otherss white I 
have ſo many of my own that are ſtill uncorreRed, 

Eſc. What are become of all the wiſe men then? 
are there none left ? 8 

Wiſe. If you take every man's opinion of him- 
ſelf, never were there ſo many; if you take their 
opinions of one another, never were there ſo few, 
Look'e, Eſculapius, the beſt method I can propoſe 
to diſtinguiſh mankind, is by calling tkoſe men wiſe, 
who know themſelves to be fools; and thoſe men 
fools, who think themſelves to be wiſe. 

Eſc. Mercury, thou art a ſwift meſſ-nger; haſte 
away to Jupiter, inform him of what we have done, 
and know his farther pleaſure in the matter: you 


TO 


of folly, that he has no reaſon to complain of his 
neighbours having more: that, in anſwer to thoſe 
who think their folly obſtructs their happineſs, it 
Js very plain, that the happineſs of mukind is fo 
complicated with their folly, that it is impoſſible 
to cure them of the one, without endangering! 
the other too. | 

Mer. Troth ! that's true; ſhould we convince 
the fool who ſquanders away his money, that he 
might live to want it; ſhould we convince the foo! 
who heaps up treaſure, that in a little time he muſt] 
die and quit it; ſhould we convince the huſband, 
who places his happineſs in his wife and children, 
that the one cuckolds him, 4nd the other are none 


things to be eternally famous, that after death he 
will have no ſenſe of fame at all; why, we ſhould 
only make them all miſerable. 5 

Eſc. That's the very caſe, Mercury; by taking 
away their folly, we ſhou'd take away one of the 
moſt uſefsl qualities in life; ſo that, upon the 
whole matter, we muſt e'en leave the world as we 
found it. 
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You and your noſtrum muſt march back again-tage- 
ther ! Ha, ha, ha! I'm glad on't. 4+ | 


Dangb. Our folly is our neigh bour's gains, -,, 


Well, Eſculapius, as we have had a ſong of fool 
let us have a dance of foqls tov, that we may It 
'em in all their attitudes, and then we ſhall beabl 


to give a compleat account of em. 
for I'm quite ſick of my part- 


dancing fools, be nimble, d'ye hear! 


all go home as wiſe as you came: and, if yu 
don't condemn us for the folly of attempting td 
impoſſibility of making you wiſer, we Il ont 
if you are fools, you are very good-natur'd ont, 


Bags. Poor Mr Doctor, I pity you hearth, {6 
And ſo you can make no band on't, hey? 


Mer. Yes, child; for as full of fools as thewodd! 


is, he'll ſcarce be able to get an act to purchaſe the 


iſcovery ont. However, if Jupiter thinks then 
ught to be ſomewhat done in this matter, after 


having made ſo much noiſe about it, the mo ge- 
neral folly in men being that of ſhewing ſeverity @ 


ther people's faults while they overlook their own, 


he may order a ſolemn proclamation to be made 
„That no man ſhall have the-privilege of cenfuring” 
*« the ſollies of other people, till he can brings 
“certificate, under the hands of three Judici 
* neighbours, that he has no folly at all of his 


c own." 


f Daugb. Dear Mr. Mercury, ſtay a little, and T 
ive you a ſong on this very ſubject. 
Mer, Wich all my heart, child. 
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Our neighbour's folly oursz | 
Fool lives on fool, and what remaias 
The cunning knave devours. 


If 'twas not for the marrying fool, | 
How would you virgin's fare? 
[ Cureſeyirig t2 the Jas 
If 'twas not for the keeping fool, 
How thoſe kind damſels there? | 
Pointing to the Slit, 
If 'twas not for the ſquand'ring fool, 
Cou'd cits their coffers cram ? 
If 'twas not for the writing fool, 
[ Puinting behind the Scam, 
You'd loſe the joy to damn, [To the Pit, 


Mer. Good, good! my little muſical maraliſt.— 


Eſc. Any thing, good Mercury, to end the fare 
Mer. I am the ſame, by Jupiter! And fa 3 


[A grand Dance of Fools. 
Mer. And now, gentlemen and ladiet, you 
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